seeking the unattainable, seeking that which Ramc-
scs had been unable to find. Unexpectedly, at the
very moment when the priest began to intone the
Pater Noster, I thought of the deep sea as the only
clean and holy receptacle for the vase containing my
ashes. If it were dropped where the sea is deepest
it woiild not reach the bottom, but would hang sus-
pended in dark, moveless depths where only a few
fishes range, in a cool, deep grave " made without
hands, in a world without stain,'* surrounded by a
lovely revel of Bacchanals, youths and maidens, and
wild creatures from the woods, man in his primitive
animality. But nothing lasts for ever. In some
millions of years the sea will begin to wither, and
the vase containing me will sink (my hope is that it
will sink down to some secure foundation of rocks
to stand in the airless and waterless desert that the
earth will then be),

Rameses failed, but I shall succeed. Surrounded
by dancing youths and maidens, my tomb shall stand
on a high rock in the solitude of the extinct sea of
an extinct planet. Millions of years will pass away,
and the earth, after having lain dead for a long
winter, as it does now for a few weeks under frost
and snow, will, with all other revolving planets, be-
come absorbed in the aim, and the sun itself will be-
come absorbed in greater suns, Sirius and his like,
In the matters of grave moment, millions of years
are but seconds; billions convey very little to our
minds, At the end of, let us say, some billion years
the ultimate moment towards which everything from
the beginning has been moving will be reached; and

609 they chanted* SIT mind continued to
